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CRITIC'S 


SF: Something Different | 


By William C. Glackin 


The Actor's Workshop, a 
group whose notable combina- 


ition of courage and ability has 
‘been called to your attention 
before, is presenting the Ameri- 
can premiere of Mother Cour- 
‘age by Bertolt Brecht these Fri- 
day and Saturday nights in the 
‘Marines Memorial Theater in 
San Francisco. 

The show has aroused consid- 
‘erable controversy. Perhaps this 
review had better say at the out- 
set that it ranges itself firmly 
on the pro side. This is a fine 
production of a powerful and 
fascinating play. 

Let us also face immediately 
the fact that it is a tract—a pre- 
dominantly satirical, sometimes 
farcical, more often savagely 
and bitterly derisive indictment 
of war. 


Now, tracts are supposed to 
be death in the drama, It is a 
sturdy axiom that you can’t hit 
people too hard with a message 
and succeed as theater. There is 
a lot of evidence to prove this. 
Mother Courage, it seems to 
me, proves it ain’t necessarily 
So. 

„Brecht violates, furthermore, 
180 er fundamental 

laws of drama. There is no sur- 
‘face conflict in his play. There 


‘jis therefore very little suspense, ical and sho 
‘lin the ‘usual eerie, ‘et as the|heart to make 


drama draws tow: 


a momentum’ which créa 


Mother Courage and the Cook lean on her rolling com- 


Beatrice Manley and Eugene Roche play the roles in. the 
Actor’s Workshop production of Mother Courage. 


its close, lall the more tragic. As noted, 
7 det realize that it is à- kind of|Jinx Hone presents a telling, |: 
Slaw unto itself. It is essentially {touching figure in Catherine; | 
“lepisodic, yet the episodes gather|Malcolm Smith and Stan Young 
es _its|provide Strong, individual char- 


during a lull in the fighting. 
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exploding in one small, glorious |i 
martyrdom. - 

It is a tremendous scene, 
played with tremendous power 
by Jinx Hone. But more than 
its impact as theater, it is the 
one stroke which cleaves 
through the dark shield of 
Brecht’s bitterness to reveal his 
hope, by a single, simple state- 
ment of belief in the spark of 
rebellious goodness and intelli- 
gence in man. Almost, you feel, 
in spite of himself, Brecht al- 
lows the human race—that is, 
the good in the human race—to 
speak out this once, loud and 
clear. 


As in the past, the Work-‘ 
shop’s play is so interesting it 
leaves little room to discuss the 
players. Herbert Blau’s direc-: 
tion, first of all, seems extreme-' 
ly good, bringing out the essen-; 
tial meaning of characters andi 
scenes and illuminating both: 
with many small, bright! 
touches. 

I have nothing but admira- 
tion for Beatrice Manley’s work 
in the title role, an extremely 
interesting vehicle which might 
allow for a number of physieal- 
ly varied interpretations. Hers 


seems.both powerful and righ 
a picture or A miae mb 
up woman—tough, shrewd, cyn: 
just engugh 
er. stapidities 
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